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CHAPTER ONE 

uring a bicycle ride with four fourth-grade friends, I almost crashed when a sharp migraine 

pain pulsated on my right temple. “Ughh.” The first attack had resulted in a wipe out, so it 

was a matter of pride not to fall a second time, especially in front of the guys. I steered onto the 

sidewalk and took the pain. 

 “Yo, Marco, are you having another headache?” my buddy Randy asked. 

 That day’s ache was the fifth of that week. The other pains occurred in my room at home, in 

class at school, and on the baseball field. The attacks came out of nowhere, which baffled my teachers, 

coaches, and parents. 

After the third attack at school, Randy joined me for research at the city library. I browsed 

through a couple of aisles of books on multi-tier shelves. Eventually, I found a book about childhood 

migraines and took it back to a table. Randy was there, uninterested, as he flipped through a National 

Geographic magazine. 
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Randy eventually got so bored he began to pester me with fart noises he made with his armpits. 

Finally, I had to top him with a louder fart noise. While we snickered, a security guard approached our 

table. “Hey, Tweedledee and Tweedledum, knock it off; you’re not at home.” 

Not long after the guard walked away, Randy got restless, so he took a stroll through the 

library. While he was gone, I discovered kids got migraines the same as adults, and the pains usually 

lasted up to four hours. Mine had only lasted a minute, but page after page in the book hadn’t 

mentioned anything about that. 

While sidelined from the bike ride, the pain subsided after a minute like all the previous attacks. 

The guys were huddled together while they waited for me. “Marco, you need to see a doctor about 

that,” Randy said. 

“Nah, it’s nothing. This is probably the last shot that I’ll get,” I said. We all got on our bikes 

and rode onward toward the Downtown Chicago skyline. 

We rolled past the tall commercial buildings and eventually stopped in front of an arcade. The 

sounds of pinball flippers plus electro-mechanical sounds and whistles drew kids in through the 

opened entrance. The teenaged manager was Randy’s cousin, so he always let us lock our bikes in a 

spot next to the door. 

A while later, after I climbed out of an enclosed race car game, a grubby unshaven man 

bumped into me. “Excuse me,” I said as I looked up to him. 

The man’s alcohol smell coincided with a look, as if he couldn’t believe what he saw. You have 

it too. I heard those words in my head, which could only have come from the man, but his lips didn’t 

move, nor did he mutter. 



 

 

Who are you? I heard in my head again before I looked for an escape route. 

The standoff immediately broke when police radio chatter sounded from behind me. Two 

uniformed officers approached the man. “Seymour, we’ve been looking all over for you,” the lead 

officer said. 

“I didn’t do anything,” the man said aloud with the same voice heard in my head. 

“You didn’t throw a rock through the window of Al’s Liquor Store?” 

“Oh, that. Yeah, I did, because he called me a dumbass.” 

“He did mention that, but he said it to himself, you know, in his head. Next thing a rock flew 

through his window and behind that was you. Are you a mind reader?” 

“Just take me in.” 

The cops cuffed Seymour, but before they took him away he gave me a sinister stare. You will 

go insane. I heard his words in my head again. 

What the hell are you? I thought. 

I don’t know. Seymour’s words swirled through my mind and I looked toward the cops for 

reassurance they heard it too. 

“Go back to your game, kid. We got this guy, he won’t bother you again,” the lead officer said. 

As the officers dragged Seymour away, the guys crowded around me. “Hey, Marco, what was 

that guy’s problem?” Randy said. 

“I have no idea.” 



 

 

“If that guy comes around here again, he’ll go straight back to jail,” the manager said. 

The sight through the doorway showed Seymour in the back seat of the squad car. I rubbed 

my temple as the cruiser rolled into the street. I thought for a moment that maybe my migraines broke 

something in my mind. “Snap out of it, Marco. You’re here to have fun. Follow me guys; pinball is on 

me,” the manager said. 

Months after my run-in with Seymour for the first time, my usual school, baseball, and home 

life went on without any further migraine attacks. On several occasions I played my mind trick on the 

guys, but they never gave me a reaction. I celebrated with a cartwheel in front of my apartment building 

because my mind had repaired itself. 

“Nice fancy cartwheel, Marco,” my friend Vicky Donnelly said from across the street. 

“Thank you very much. I’m here three nights a week.” 

“Funny. Are you bringing your trick to my party?” 

“I’m there, chickadee.” 

When I walked into my apartment, my mom called me into the living room. My dad had fallen 

asleep in his sofa chair, so she asked if I wanted to watch television with her. “Sure, what are we 

watching?” 

“A horror movie from the sixties. You’re into war and horror stories aren’t you?” 

“Cool, I’ll get popcorn.” 

Moments later, after I handed one of the bowls of golden popped corn to my mom, I planted 

myself on a spot on the floor against the sofa. The tie-dyed hippie sixties may have been my parents’ 



 

 

youth, but for some reason the rock music, movies, and wars of that time seemed to resonate with 

me. 

The movie depicted the height of the hippie culture, when communal living on farm lands and 

in forests were the rave. The long-haired men wore bell bottom jeans. Their women wore thigh-high 

boots and baby doll dresses. The story followed a male psychopathic telepath as his power made the 

hippies hack each other to death with knives, axes, pitchforks, or chains. Due to TV standards, though, 

the weapons went up, and a quick edit cut to the bloody body that fell to the ground. 

After a hippie under the psycho’s control dropped his face onto a jagged broken bong, I 

thought about the amount of weed that was probably smoked during that production. In a scene that 

followed, a young girl revealed the psycho was part of a deprivation experiment in a commune that 

was run by his parents. I looked up at my mom. “What? If we experimented with you, we would’ve 

cashed in on it for a house.” 

After the movie, my dad woke up. He tried to get the dry taste out of his mouth while he 

rubbed his stomach. “I could go for some tacos, what about you two?” 

At the dinner table, my dad took a drink from his beer while my mom seemed deep in thought. 

“Marco Torres, you reminded your mother about something when you were seven years old.” 

“Hey, we don’t need to bring that up,” my dad said. 

“Oh, he could handle it.” 

“Eat your tacos, boy,” my dad said to me. 

I took a few more bites until something had to be said. “Will you just tell me what happened 

when I was seven?” 



 

 

My dad fidgeted in his seat. My mom told me of the time she peeked into my room. I was 

there on the floor with a paperback fiction book from my collection. It shouldn’t have been a big deal, 

except she heard every word I read. She looked at my face, but saw that my lips didn’t move. My dad 

came along, so she told him to be quiet and listen. He also heard me in his head. They thought it was 

best not to say anything about it, which turned out to be okay because the incident never happened 

again. 

“Look, boy, how about we just put that behind us. You’re doing good now. There’s no more 

headaches or weird stuff so everything is okay.” My dad held his half-eaten taco in the air. “Meat, this 

is what you need if you’re gonna grow to be like the Chicago Cubs’ rookie shortstop. Have you seen 

him play?” 

My mom sighed, because she wasn’t as big of a sports nut as my dad. She changed the subject 

to her brother Cortez whom she wanted to stay with us for a while. “Hell no,” my dad said. “I’m not 

letting an ex-con anywhere near my boy.” 

My parents argued, which swept the subject of my mind under the rug. I went to my room 

until the argument stopped. After my dad knocked on my door, he gave me a few bucks for a grocery 

run. My task was standard procedure after they argued, just so they could be alone while they made 

up. I usually pocketed the money, but was never questioned for why the run came back empty handed. 

That didn’t change the fact that something was going on in my mind that freaked me out. Telepathic? I 

thought. How was that possible? Telepathy was supposed to be fictional. 

Eventually, summer vacation came around, so school took a back seat. Baseball, basketball, 

swimming, movies, and the arcade ate most of my time. When the guys weren’t around, I searched 

many hours at the library for anything about telepathy. Not much was found, so I just read a lot of 



 

 

fiction. Due to no further migraines or brain farts, my search for the origins of telepathy was put on 

the back burner in lieu of just being a kid. 

 It was the middle of the summer when I stepped out of the showers at the local public pool. 

The main lifeguard was a cool tall rocker who always busted everyone’s balls about showering before 

they jumped into the pool. The showers were always ice cold, which I tried to avoid. Ice cream and 

soda were my only favorite low temperature things during summer, or any time of the year. 

 The showers led out to the main guard post that faced the entire pool. I heard the guard in 

conversation with someone, so that was my chance to sneak past him. It almost worked until I looked 

back to a sight of the guard in a dramatic rock singer pose. He pointed to me and sang, “Yo, Marco, get 

in the showers you dirty snake, or you can sit on the sideline and take a break.” 

 After my trip to the Artic, the far deep end where there were two lines for the diving boards 

seemed the spot to be. When it was my turn, I climbed onto the board, walked the plank, bounced 

once, and dove down into the water. My body sped down eight feet to the pool floor which was tagged 

before a return to the surface. On the way up, Seymour floated nonchalantly and fully clothed not far 

from me. 

 When my head bobbed out of the water, I looked around frantically for Seymour. He was 

nowhere in sight, which made me think he drowned. I dropped back down into the water and searched 

for him, but he was nowhere to be found. At the surface the entire pool heard me. “There’s someone 

on the bottom! I can’t find him now!” 

 The ear piercing whistles from the three life guards made all the kids scramble out of the pool. 

“Everyone out of the pool!” the rocker guard said. 



 

 

 I stayed in my spot and scanned through the surface for a dark figure on the pool floor. 

“Marco, out. Where is he?” the rocker guard said as the other two guards dove into the water. 

 “I don’t know. He floated on the floor fully clothed. How the hell did he get past you?” 

 The rocker guard helped me out of the pool. “You know no one gets by my watch. Are you 

messing with us? Is this some kind of joke?” 

 When the other two guards came to the surface, the female spoke. “The pool is clear. There 

is no one on the bottom.” 

 “All joking aside, Marco, you committed a very serious offense; someone could’ve gotten 

hurt,” the rocker guard said. 

 “I wasn’t joking; there was a man down there.” 

 “Well, you give me no choice but to suspend you from the pool for a week, effective 

immediately. If this happens again, you’ll be permanently banned.” 

 “Fine, but I know what I saw.” 

 On the bike ride back home my thoughts were about how and why Seymour stalked me. You 

have it too. His mind voiced to me. He was probably schizophrenic with no clue how to handle it. He 

couldn’t have been telepathic, that wasn’t possible, but how did he appear to me? You have it too. He 

saw something in me? What else did he have? 

 The sound of a car horn mixed with the screech of tires. I looked to my left just as the blue 

station wagon zeroed in on me. I screamed and tried to steer the bike away from the car, but lost 

control and hit the pavement shoulder-first followed by the side of my head. “Ughh,” I grunted. 



 

 

 The driver was an older man around my dad’s age. He was visibly shaken as he approached 

me. “Oh, my God. Are you okay? Let’s go to the hospital,” the man said. 

 “Ughh, no I’m okay. You didn’t touch me, I just fell.” 

 The man was still nervous as he helped me up. “Be careful when you’re out here. Watch the 

cars.” 

 “Sorry, señor. Are you okay?” 

 “You almost gave me a heart attack.” 

 After the fall my shoulder and head were sore, but overall I was okay to continue. Although 

instead of a stop at my apartment building, the ride continued to the library. 

 The sound of my grunt gave me an idea, so I went to a section in the library that dealt with 

early civilization before words formed modern speech. 

 I studied books about the Neanderthals, who were much larger in stature than modern 

humans, including the brain. Their method of communication could’ve been mental, so if a child was 

hungry, he could’ve grunted while he sent a vision of a dead animal carcass to his father. If so, maybe 

that ability still existed in modern day humans, but only a lucky or unlucky few actually tapped into it. 

 My studies of early civilization didn’t reveal anything pertinent to what could’ve been so-called 

telepathy, so I stood in the aisle and thought maybe my migraines really were the cause of my brain 

farts. Seymour could’ve been schizophrenic as well as a weird cosmic coincidence when we met. 

 In a separate aisle, my studies focused on a book about brain tumors. A tumor is a sphere 

filled with fluid, much like a water balloon, which could’ve been stuck between the layers of my brain. 



 

 

However, the symptoms associated with a person who possessed a tumor are loss of hearing or vision, 

headaches, or fatigue. The only symptom I had were the headaches, but they didn’t last long enough. 

 I got to my feet and put the book back on the shelf. Screw this, I’m gonna turn myself into a 

hypochondriac. There’s nothing wrong with me, I thought on my way out of the library. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO 

eeks went by without any more visions of Seymour. The migraines and brain farts also 

continued to stay away, so I just lounged at the pool, played baseball, or did whatever kept 

me outdoors.   

On my way home one day, an ambulance zoomed past me in the direction of my apartment 

building. As soon as I turned the corner, I pedaled faster because the ambulance was parked in front 

of my building. 

 My apartment door was open when I walked in. My mom was on a stretcher while the 

paramedics prepped her for travel. “What’s going on?” I said. 

 “Step aside, boy. Your mom just fainted, so she’s going in for observation,” my dad said. 

 My mom pulled her breathing mask while I held onto the stretcher. “Be a good boy; take care 

of your father.” 

 “We have to go, kid. She’ll be all right,” a paramedic said. My dad pulled me away as the 

paramedics wheeled my mom out of our apartment. 
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 At the hospital, my dad and I sat in the waiting room for hours until a doctor finally came out 

to meet us. My dad immediately jumped out of his chair. “How is my wife?”  

 “Mister Torres your wife was in the early stages of pneumonia when the paramedics arrived 

at your apartment. While en route here her temperature rose considerably. She was given antibiotics 

to stabilize her, but her high fever developed into sepsis shock, which caused her to enter into a coma,” 

the doctor said. 

 While my dad fell into a chair, I stayed by his side. The doctor took a knee. “We’re gonna do 

the best we can for her, but for the most part, all we can do is wait.” 

 “Can we see her?” my dad said. 

 “Absolutely. I’ll take you.” 

 My dad and I stood on each side of my mom’s bed. She had a breathing tube and was hooked 

to an EKG. We both got teary eyed, but tried to stay strong. “You rest darling. When you come back 

to us you’ll be good as new. Talk to your mom, boy,” my dad said. 

 “We’ll be here when you wake up.” 

 We stayed until a nurse told us visiting hours were over. “Don’t worry y’all, she’ll be fine. You 

can come back tomorrow.” 

 When we got home, my dad sent me to my room because I needed my rest for school the next 

day. “It’s summer, Dad; there’s no school.” 

 “Just go to bed, boy.” 



 

 

 I tried to sleep, but to no avail. Glass shattered on what sounded like the kitchen floor. I 

rushed out and saw my dad passed out on the table. A half bottle of Tequila was near him and shards 

of glass were on the floor. 

 The next day, while my dad was at work, I sat next to my mom. I read to her for a while until 

her words bounced around in my mind. You read so well, Marco. 

 I looked up, but my mom was motionless with her eyes closed. You’re gonna be okay, she voiced 

into my mind. 

 I answered my mom with my mind trick. You need to wake up. 

 Take care of your father. 

 What is this in me? I voiced back to my mom, but she didn’t answer. The EKG showed she had 

a steady heartbeat, so I sat with her in silence and held her hand. 

 When my dad showed up later that day he reeked of beer. We sat together for a while until he 

fell asleep. 

 On the fifth day of my mom’s hospital stay, my dad, Uncle Cortez, and me were with her. We 

witnessed her last breath as the EKG beeped and showed a flat line. We were all speechless. My dad 

collapsed on top of my mom. 

 At the funeral, my mom’s white coffin was at the front of the room. She wore a white dress 

and was surrounded with bouquets of red roses. Friends and relatives stopped by to pay their respects. 

I played host while my dad sat on the sofa that faced the coffin. 



 

 

 Eventually, my uncle Cortez pulled me aside. “You have to look out for your dad. He’s been 

slamming ‘em back at the bar I work almost every night. Let him grieve for a while, but eventually you 

gotta get him back on track.” 

 “I’ll take care of it.” 

 “Have you thought about what you want to do with your future?” 

 “Not sure, all I really like to do is hang out and read. Maybe I’ll be writer.” 

 “That’s a tough gig. You know when I get off parole next year, I’ll be moving to San Diego. 

There’s a Navy base down there. You’re into those war movies, so maybe you should enlist. If you 

do, choose that duty station. You could stay with me.” 

 After we buried my mom, my dad asked my uncle Cortez to drive me home. While we walked 

to the car, my dad drove off on his own. 

 Later that night, the sound of our house phone got me out of bed. I stumbled through the 

darkness of my room until I stubbed my big toe. “Ughh.” 

 The phone rang continuously. On about the sixth ring, I picked up the receiver. The caller was 

my uncle Cortez. My dad had passed out on the bar, so my uncle convinced management I would pick 

him up. “How is that gonna happen? I don’t drive.” 

 “Just ride your bike here. I’ll pay for cab fare back home.” 

 After I got dressed, I caught a glimpse of the time: it was one o’clock in the morning. Any 

outings at that hour had only previously been accompanied with my parents. There was a wonder 

what awaited me as I carried my bike down the stairs. 



 

 

 Once out of my apartment building, gunshots sounded from a block over. My adrenaline 

surged as I rode off into the early morning. 

 When the gunshots stopped, the crickets commanded the air. I passed a home where a man 

walked out with a bloody gash on his head. He seemed dazed as he stood on his porch. His eyes 

followed me as I rode by. “You should be at home!” he said. I pushed those pedals on my bike and 

got out of there fast. 

 The bike trip stopped at the opening of dark viaduct. There were only two amber working 

lights; one in the middle on one side and another at the end on the opposite side. Anyone could’ve 

been in the shadows, but my dad needed me. I entered the viaduct, but stayed in the middle of the 

road on the middle light side. 

 I pedaled fast and scanned each side in case someone wanted to get frisky. As I passed the 

middle light, Seymour walked under it before he disappeared into the darkness. Upon my exit from 

the viaduct, I breathed a sigh of relief as the ride continued. 

 At the bar I chained my bike to a parking meter out front. A couple of men smoked cigarettes 

near the curb. “Hey, check it out. They’re starting really young now. Do you need some help to get 

on a stool, kid?” the bald guy said. 

 “I’m all right. I’m not staying long.” 

 As soon as I walked into the bar, a stocky bouncer stopped me. “Whoa, where are you going, 

kid?” 

 “The guy passed out at the bar is my dad.” 



 

 

 The bouncer let me go into the crowd of adults who eyed me as I passed them. “Hey, that 

can’t be legal to have that kid here,” someone said from the crowd. 

 My uncle waved for me to approach the bar. When I got there, he gestured for me to follow 

him to the end. There was my dad, face-first into the bar. “Great timing; the cab is on the way. It 

should be here in a minute.” 

 A white haired man stood at the corner of the bar. He pointed at me and looked at Cortez. 

My uncle nodded, which made the man walk away. I took a seat next to my dad as my uncle fixed me 

a soda. 

 My gaze went from the crowd to the photos that lined the edges of the bar mirror. A particular 

photo scared the hell out of me: it was of a cleaner Seymour, with a friendly smile. When my uncle 

placed the drink in front of me, I asked about the photo. “Oh, he was co-owner here a few years ago. 

My boss said this guy went crazy after he started hearing voices. He went downhill fast after he lost 

his half of the business. He hasn’t been heard from since.” 

 When the cab stopped in front of the bar, a patron helped my uncle carry out my dad. After 

they got him into the back seat, the cabbie stuffed my bike into the trunk. As he went toward the 

driver’s seat, he looked at my dad’s head rested against the window. “He pukes, you clean it,” the 

cabbie said. 

 At our apartment building, the cabbie helped drag my dad out of the car, but dropped him in 

front of the door. “Get your bike, then you’re on your own,” he said. 

 After the cabbie left, I shook my dad vigorously until he grunted and pushed my hands away. 

“Where’s your mother, boy.” 



 

 

 “She needs you upstairs right now.” My dad mustered enough energy to stumble onto his feet 

along with my help. 

 The next day, I cooked breakfast in the kitchen before my dad woke up. Just as the table was 

set, he walked out of his room and took a seat while I served him scrambled eggs with sausage. 

“Thanks for getting me up the stairs, boy.” 

 “No problem. Now can you put a cap on the drink? I can’t raise myself, you know?” 

 My dad put his finger in my chest. “You have a deal, Marco.” 

 During the last few days of summer, part of my time was devoted to friends at the pool, on 

the bikes, or on the baseball field. Other times I spent with my dad at the movies or at a museum. 

 For the last summer blow-out, the guys and me gorged on pizza before we went to the arcade. 

 I had just finished a game of pinball when another classmate of ours scanned the room from 

the entrance. I approached him and discovered he was low on funds, which got rectified with two 

bucks in quarters from my pocket. 

 While my bud headed for a virtual game, I was about to go back to pinball when, from behind, 

a man’s arm wrapped around my neck. I immediately recognized Seymour’s alcohol smell. “You have 

to go!” he said. 

 All the other kids rushed to the rear of the arcade, where Randy’s cousin let them out through 

a back door. I struggled to get out of Seymour’s grip, but it was too tight. “What do you want with 

me?” I said. 



 

 

 Seymour pulled me further into the arcade. “You have to go!” With his free hand he pulled a 

switchblade handle from his pocket. A click of a button exposed the blade. “You have it too; you 

don’t have to be like me. I’ll free you.” 

 “You’re insane!” I said before my teeth dug into Seymour’s hand. While he screamed, his grip 

loosened. The knife also fell to the floor. I almost escaped, but he pulled the back of my shirt and 

threw me into a pinball machine. A corner of the machine opened a bloody wound on my right temple. 

 It must’ve been mere seconds I was on the floor, but it seemed longer. By the time I had 

composed myself again, Seymour had grabbed me by my neck while his good hand held the knife to 

my ribs. He backed up as the same patrol officers, from the previous arrest, approached with their 

guns drawn. “Seymour, look at me. Drop your weapon and release the kid,” the lead officer said. 

 “You don’t see his red glow. He has it too. If we go together, he’ll be saved,” Seymour said. 

 “That’s not necessary. We can talk about this,” the officer said. 

 Seymour brought up his knife. “He has to go!” 

 The officer saw an opening, so he fired two shots that pierced Seymour’s skull. As soon as 

Seymour hit the floor, I ran toward the officers. 

  

  

  

  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE 

s I got older and went into high school, the memory of the arcade wouldn’t rest. “Hey, what’s 

up, Scarface,” Randy often said. Also, the brain farts seemed to occur periodically as uncertain 

stares came my way from classmates or random people on the street. Those stares could’ve been for 

any various reasons, but I felt my thoughts had spilled out of my head. 

You will go insane; Seymour’s mind had voiced to me. 

No way, I thought. A straitjacket and rubber room wasn’t for me. 

After high school, there was no college fund, so I stayed with my dad. It was okay because I 

put my limited budget toward writing classes at an adult help center. 

For over two years my paycheck came from dock work at a warehouse during the day. At 

night, though, I wrote and rewrote until my first novel emerged. After the script was mailed to my 

editor, she mailed it back with red line-outs along with a two-page “must rewrite” synopsis. I took it 

in stride and went back to the docks. 
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One day after a long day at work, I went straight to my fridge for a can of beer. I popped the 

can open and heard, “Psst.” The sound could’ve just been from the beer, but it happened a second 

time. The sound came from my dad’s girlfriend Reyna who wanted me to join them in the living room. 

“Hello, Marco. Oh, you look like such a rocker with your long hair and tattoos,” Reyna said. 

My dad’s smile looked good on him, because he had been sober for years and he’d found 

someone almost as nice as my mom. “Marco, we have two good news flashes for you. One, Reyna 

and I are getting married.” 

We hugged before the lovebirds got toasted with my beer. “You said you had two news 

flashes,” I said. 

“Reyna’s father is retiring from his restaurant business. He wants me to take over, so I 

accepted.” 

“In Oregon?” 

My dad offered me a management position if I chose to move with them. I declined, and 

thought if my feet stepped on foreign soil, the experience would help my writing. 

After months of planning, my dad got remarried in our neighborhood church. The ceremony 

was followed by a big reception in a banquet hall where everyone drank and danced. By the end of 

the night, my uncle Cortez had to carry my drunk butt to the car. 

After a few more months of transition, my parents hopped a plane to Oregon while I hopped 

a bus to Navy boot camp. 

Two years into Navy ship work, I couldn’t have a single thought or read a book without a 

projection of the images or words in my mind to whomever was around me. The brain farts were 



 

 

verified with an occasional, “There’s something wrong with you, maybe you shaved your head too 

close.” 

The upside about my new path was the warm sunny San Diego duty station. My uncle Cortez 

allowed me to stay with him and his pregnant wife rent free while I saved my money. “You’re gonna 

need a good start after the Navy so you could focus on becoming a writer,” he said. 

Through intervals of downtime from the Navy, I wrote at the city library until a new novel 

emerged. Unfortunately, my editor mailed the script back to me with another two-page “nice try” 

synopsis. At that time, long stares into my laptop were replaced with more walks over the border to 

see my girl who lived in Tijuana, Mexico. 

One night while asleep in my bed in my uncle’s home, I dreamt a shadowy entity chased me 

on a mountain road. When the entity suddenly disappeared, I snapped out of the dream and got a 

bright flashlight in my face. “Stop freaking me out,” my uncle’s wife said. 

 

 


